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back stoop, & dressed white wolf skin tucked
agalngt the door, and once a gi'eat bunch of some
wild red flowers, The Colonel took them all with
conscious virtue, but Marlon was filed with =a
gen 7 raging emotiong. She came to watch In
dread for the blueshirted figure on the big roan,
and yet her eyes followed with o desire that was
at once asbamed and irresistible. He never
looked toward the veranda, I he had, the geeth-
ing feellngs of the girl would have setiled into
disgust, which s simple and easy to handle, To
save her life she could not get out of her mind
the grotesqne face of the half-breed, In valn she
sought the Major's soclety and smiled on Lieuten-
_ant Brasser. A vigoe feellng of something primi-
tive stlrred in her blood af the memory of that
unhidden, vet unnsking and almost unconscious
look of his eyes, with its mighty Impression of
unknown strength and savagery. A savagery
thal was not even held down, so abased was It
By the Inst of July the girl was in a state of vox.
ation that drove her to Halsted, 8he had come
to loathe hersell for the thrill of something, she
knew not what, which passed through her when
this vagabond from behind the hills left his
primitive offerings where she would find them.
*Send me home,” she beggnd earnestly of her
brother, but Halsted frowned and told her it was
oiat of the question,  The elghty-mile trall to the
rafirond was too uncertain just then, in view of
VAZHC rumors.

S0 Marlon stayed off the veranda and did not
meel her own oyes in the glass, for this shameful
thing was eating into her heart. Then ono night
the fimsy barracks burned to the ground and
with them went a part of the small garrison’s
ammunition, That was a signing of the rumors.
The Colonel mide hasty preparations, and none
too soon, for' cne dawn thers was a sulden furry
of shots on the plain south of the pettlement, be-
tween them and the hills, and the women hur-
ried 12 the dim windows to gee a stragsling line
of feathered fighters spread out fn attackl Upon
a shoulder of the butte, ouilined aguinst the red
bar of the mornlng, n sintuesque fignre in full
war dress sat still upon his horse overlooking the
scene below. Big Thunder had dared the Gov-
ernment. Mrs. Bergungon seanned the shadowy
line beyond the town, “Three to one,” she sald
qudetly, unmindful of the [rozen clutch on her
arm of Marion Halsted, aecrose whosae face ove:-
whelming horror was following stupld mmbelief.
Already the small garrison was grimly offering
front, Easl from the Colonel’s house a line of
ancient boulders stood at regular intervals along
the south front of the settlement. To the north
wos an old, low stockade. Along this line some
of the men were deployed, and already (the army
rifles were gpitting flume, At the litile stone
blockhouge the rest were formed In order. And
then began a lght which, throughout s long day,
made men sweat and curse or laugh, according to
temperament, and the stnkea of the individoal in
that dot of a seftlement, and which added five
yaars to the two wonien In the Colonel's houge,
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Blg Thunder came down from the butte and led
his hideous horde in charge after charge, only to
Lo met with repulse from the sheltéring line of
boulders. Each tlme there wag o voar of mus-
ketey and tumbling brown boedies sliding from
ponles that galloped away. Behlnd the curtalns
of the houss Marlon Halsted stood swaying, un-
able to look away. An hour, two, three—with
the continunl blare of o battle, and the coming in
every woment of women who wept ot trembled,
aud the stanch bracing of the Colonel’s wife; The
girl from tha East looked dully from the plain
outside where the bodles wriggled and lay still,
to tho pretty dining room and the plano in the
parlor bevond. Bhe saw from up the line A mun
in uniform ﬂuddnnlj" leap to his feet, throw up
his hands and fall, His bouider ceased spittiug
fire, Another man that Jooked llke Lieatenant
Drassger enme yunnin., stooplng, from the block-
house to dart in and drop behind . She stood,
numb with speechless agony, the hand that held
the curtain back stift with cramp. “Come nway,”
safidd Mrs. Bergunson pityvingly, but she did not
hear. Her daged eyos rested on a huge rock just
beyond the window, the List of the line, whose
beetling front protected the houss, For the last
hour gshe had bean watehing s regular flash,
Protruding beyond It was the black nose of n
rifle and behind it lay two khakl-clad legs, Pres-
ently ghe became conecious that someone on the
plain was fiving directly at this rock. Every half-
pdnute & bullet spat against it like a gplash of
bright water. Aund as regularly the black rifle
screamed ils deflanee. 1t secmed, after awhile,
thut there wns something personal, familiar, in
it all, something that held her eyes and stried
her dull heart, as Lthe click of a hated horse's
hoofs bad drawn hor glance in the weeks gone.
She looked & dumb question to the Colonel's wife,
who had stopped beside her.

“Oh, 1hat?" she sald, grimly guoting the Colo-
nel, “that is Tharon 8ales. All hell couldn't stop
Tharon Saleg™ Sudden thickening darkness
cume before her eves, nnd In her breast was o
straining longing 1o weep, @ pathetic, weary
thing thut took sudden hold of her whole woman-
hood and shook it. SBle turned at last from the
window and felt her way among the crying wo-
men o her Yeorn. It was almost dusk when she
came out again, white pnd ealm, and stood & mo-
ment in the parlop lstening 1o the weary volleys
—nlmost dusk outside, twillght in the Colonal's
house. She ran agminst Halsted, black with the
grime of powder, who took her fn his #rms and
klssed her. “We've zont to Fort Kendricks for
heip,” he said. "The Majer—God bless him!
Hao'll win through, Marion, you know why.! But
Marlon went into the dining room, sick 2t heart
at the words.

She stopped in the twiilght Two chairs
gtood together and on thew; his face to the baeck,
inp a limp flgore In & blue shirt and ragged Khak)

trousers, A hand, black with the backspit of a
gun, hung down. The almost grotesqne Iace was
palild in the gloom, The girl stood stll in the

empty room. Under cover of the dusk they were
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bringing Into the back stoop stiff and Umber fig-
ures in the army blue, figures thut counted, Sho
stood with her hands clenched at  her sldes
Within, her very natgre heaved and broke up,
Her i(hrobbing heart stifled the breath In  her
thront,  Boftly, unresigtingly, she went to the
chairs and bent above thelr burden, It soemed os
If her nearness penetrated Into the darkness of
his genses. The long black eyes opened sleepily
and looked up at her through the gloom with ab-
solute Jevatlon—unhidden, doglike worship, de-

taghed, nbased, unnsking and allabsorbing, an

undying Hght that shone feably through the dull
stupldity of his wandering eyes. ‘With a rasping
sob Murion tore the chalrs apart, gank on her
knees and took into her arms the slender shoul-
ders of Tharon Sales, (he reénegade. She kissed
his lps passiondtely, womandike, wildly, kissed
his temple and the ragged black haly, gathering
to her faee the powder-blacked hand, while her
sobs ghook In the empty room and moved the
erowd on Lthe back stoop. Then she ralsed hep
voles and erled wildly for Halsted and Mrs. Bur-
genson and help, while In the midst of it all a
bugle sounded down the twillght-shadowed prairle
from the north, and Halsted and some others
brought a lght. Tharon Sales raised himselt
and the girl’s breast was rel. No one spoke and
the guns outside changed their tune because of
the ery of the bugle, and tho girl, kneellng on the
floor, ‘sayy in the face of the man thit which Alled
the véars that lollowed. For 'a long moment
Tharon Suales looked lnto her eves, looked as If
tho world was not, as H the glory of all dreams
had fallen, as if there could bé no more. Then
he put his face agalust her throat and the sum:
mer breeze came in from the window, and the
room was still, save for the waeplng of the
women.
. Presently Halsted came and
gently by the shoulder.

“Come," he sald, But the girl looked up de-
flautly through her tedrs,

took Marion

“I won'L,” she nnswersd brokenly, *“I have
surrendered! " :

Hut Halsted looged her armes and ladd (helr
burden buek upon the chulrs,

Tharon Sales was dead amid his glory,
~Vingie E. Roe—Town Topics.

PESSIMISM.

Mental dyspepsla,

The stepmother of deapalr.

Moral blindness boasting of {ts clear vision,

Poleoning the waters of another’s hope.

The kindergarten stage of atheism.

Viewing Ife a2 a proofreader, with eyes
tenlned to see only error,

Universsl suspicion on the rampage,

Mental color bilndness that sees only biack.

Living In an atmosphers of sneey, snarl anog
ERrensm, .

Dissecting a nightingale to prove It has no
*ing.

—Bunday Magzazine,

OUR SER\'EFIH:
COVERS EVERY
DISTRICT IN THE WEEST

There has never been a time in the history of the intermountain covairy when so much
bridge and consfruction work has been atiempied as is now under way or contempiated
In Utah, ldaho, Montana, Colorado, Oregon, Nevada, Arizona and other intermountain and western states.

What do you know about this work, and how do you keep track of it, MR, CONTRACTOR,
ENG]NEE.R and MATERIAL MAN, if you are not getting an efficient prew-clippmg service?
That's what we have to offer. € You get the clippings every day.
companies posted on all properties under development, or of prospective changes in the machinery
equipment ~f established mines is another big feature of our service.

Inter-Mountain Press-Clippii.g Bureau

{ Keeping mining machinery
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